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- rvmiaiuinuicr mantes urcamc* 

Hip . I was with wtr cults and Cadmus, once, 

When in a wood of Creete they bayed the Beaic, 

With hounds of Sparta : neuerdidlheare 
Such gallant chiding. For befidcs the groucs. 

The skyesjthc fountaines^euery regionneare 
Secme all one mutuall cry, I neucr heard 
So muficall adifcord, fuchfweete thunder. 

The [My hounds are bred out of the Spartane kinder 
So flew’dj fo fanded .* and their heads are hung 
VVith eares,thatfweepeaway the morning deavre, 
Crookc kneed, and deawlapt,likc The fa’ tan Buis: 
Slowcinpurfuit; but matchtin mouthlike bels. 

Each vnder each. A cry more tunable 
Was ncuerholIowdto,norcheerd with borne, 

In Creete , in Sparta } nox in 7 hefaly. 

ludge when you heare. But fofr.What nymphes are thefe? 

E^ew.My Lord, this my daughter hcere a fleepe. 

And this Ly funder , this Demetrius is, 

T his Helena , old Nedars Helena. 

I wonder of their being here together, 

77if.No doubt, theyrofe vp earely,to obferue 
The right ofMay : and hearing our intent. 

Came heere,tn grace of our foiemnitie, 

. Butfpeaf{e,£g-f«/,isnotthisthc day. 

That Hermta iliould giue anfwer oi herchoyce? 

Egem. It is, my Lord. ('homes. 

Thefe, Goe, bid the huntfmen wake them with their 
S hottte rvitbin : they all flart vp, iPinde kernes. \ 

The . Good morrow, friends.i’aint Faletuixe ispaft. 
Begin thefe wood birds but to couple,novvf 
Lyf Pardon, my Lord, 
the. I pray you all, ftand vp, 

Iknow,you two are Riuall enemies. 

Howcomcs this gentle concordin the worldc, 
Thachatred is fo farre from iealouhe. 

To 
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To fleepe by hate, and feare no ennfiitie, 

Lyf. My Lord,I fhal reply amazedly, 

Halfe fleepe, haife waking, But,as yct,lfweare, 

I cannot truely fay how I came here. 

But as I thinke (for truely would 1 fpeake) 

And now I doe bethinke mee,fo it is; 

I came with flm»*,hithcr,Our intent 
Was to be gonfrom /4theus:wbcic we might 
Without the perill of the Athenian Iawe, 

Ege. Enougb,enough my Lord s you haue enough. 

I begge the law,the law, vpon his head: 

They would haue ftolne#Way,they would, Demetrius $ 
Thereby to haue defeated you and me: 

You of your wife ,and mee,ofmy confcnt: 

Of my confent,that fhe fhould be your wife. 

Deme. My Lord, faire Helen told me of their ftealtb, 
Of this their purpofc hither, to this woodj 
And I infury hicherfoHowcdthem; 

Faire Helena, in fancy following mec. 

But my good Lord,I wote not by what power 
(But by fome poweritis^myloue. 

To Hermia ( melted as thcfnowej 

Seemes to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude^ 

Which in my childehoode I did dote vpon: 

And all thefaich,the vertueof my heart. 

The obieft and the pleafure of mine eye, 

Is o nely Helena. To her, my Lord, 

Was I betrothed, erel fee Hermia: 

But, like a fickneffe,did 1 loath this foode. 

But,as inhealth, come to my natural! cafie. 

Now I doe wilh ir,loue it, long for it. 

And will for eucrmore be true to ir. 

The. Faire louers,you are fortunately met, 

Ofthis difcourfe,we more will here anon, 

G Egetesf 
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